RACE          WON          BY          DEFAULT

yourself," continued Dave. " The trouble with your
bike is . . /'

" A broken valve spring/' interrupted Eddie, with
a grin. " It's bouncing about all over the place. I
discovered that on the first round."

" Now, boys. What about the decider ? " sug-
gested the bombardier. " Can't let it rest at one alt.
It isn't a football game."

" I'm ready, if Eddie is," said Dave. " Each rides
his own bike this time."

" Hi have to scrounge a new valve spring first,"
Eddie replied. " It's a wonder that machine of mine
goes at all. Probably won't now Dave's done his
worst to it/'

" How long will you be ? " asked the bombardier.

" I ought to be able to lay hands on one in an hour."

"That's good enough," said Dave. He turned
towards the little crowd of spectators. " Bye-bye
for the present, boys," he cried exuberantly. " Roll
up on the stroke of three and see the Dunkirk Speed-
way Derby won by Despatch Rider Dave Williams.
. . . Admission free, and no collection. . . . Don't you
be late, Eddie, or I shall claim the race," he shouted
after his rival, who was already making his way
towards the graveyard at the back of the dunes to
begin his search for a new valve spring.

As three o'clock drew near quite a respectable crowd
gathered on the beach to see the fun. The word had
gone round, and lots of bored men were tempted from
their holes in the sand. Twenty minutes before the
race was timed to start the town, the dunes and the
beaches were subjected to a very violent bombing
attack. This fact favoured the size of the "gate."
It was anticipated that there would be little likelihood
of danger for another hour at least. The Germans
kept pretty regular to their schedule.
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